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incident, the beautiful and unfortunate consort of the last of our
Stuart kings remained standing, -with her infant son fondly
clasped to her bosom, during the agonizing interval of suspense
caused by the delay of the coach, dreading every moment that he
would awake and betray them by his cries. Her apprehension
was unfounded. He had slept sweetly while they carried him in
the dead of night from his palace nursery to the water side:
neither wind nor rain had disturbed him; he had felt none of the
perils or difficulties of the stormy passage, and he continued wrapt
in the same profound repose during this anxious pause, alike un-
conscious of his own reverse of f ortune and his mother's woe.

Mary Beatrice looked back with streaming eyes towards the
royal home where her beloved consort remained, lonely and sur-
rounded with perils, and vainly endeavoured to trace out the
lights of Whitehall among those that were reflected from the
opposite shore, along the dark rolling river. The historians of
that period declare that she remained an hour under the walls
of the old church with her babe, waiting for the coach, which
through some mistake never came, and that a hackney-coach was
at last procured with difficulty. This was not the case, for
St. Yictor found the coach and six all ready at the inn, which was
within sight of the river; the delay, therefore, must have been
comparatively brief, but when time is measured by the exigency
of circumstances, minutes are lengthened into hours.

The haste and agitation in which St. Yictor came to inquire
after the carriage, combined with his foreign accent and idiom,
excited observation in the inn-yard, where a man with a lantern
was on the watch; and when he saw the coach and six ready to
start, ran out to reconnoitre, and made directly towards the spot
where the queen was standing. St. Yictor ran with all speed on
the other side the way, fearing that he would recognize the party
on the bank, and put himself full in his path; they came in
contact with each other, fell, and rolled in the mud together.
They made mutual apologies for the accident. The light was
extinguished in the fall, which favoured the escape of the queen,
who got into the coach as before. The page was to have returned,
not having been intrusted with the secret; but having recognized
the queen, his mistress, he wished to follow her. As they left the
town, they encountered various of the guards. One of them said,
*' Gome and see; there is certainly a coach full of papists !'*

They took the way to Gravesend, distant from London twenty
miles. There they found thr.ee Irish captains, whom* the king
liad sent the same day they departed to serve in the yacht. These
officers, finding the queen, and prigce slower than they expected,
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